November, 1915

Helping the Boy on
the Farm

Continued from page 4] the first time
that my Mother was reaily a handsome
woman. Her face was bronzed with
outdoor teil, it 1z true, but it now ap-
peared lit with a new radiance. The
usual wrinkies were hidden in a glow
that resembled the soft mellow haze of
an Indian summer.

“John,” said Mother, “there must be
some reason why hired men will not
stay on the farm. The reasons they
give you for leaving are mere excuses.
Have you really ever tried to get to
the bottom of it and learn the true
cause of their discontent? It may be
something that we can afford to rem-
edy. Once remedied, we might have
no further trouble. Hired men are
human beings, with human instinets,
with likes and disllkes, similar to us
all. They are influenced and governed
by the same things that Influence other
men. Perhaps, Frank (that referred
to me), could go out and get the man’'s
confidence enough to learn what the
objection 1s.""

At that I spoke up, for the man had
already told me why he was leaving.
It seems the night befors he had come
home late, or rather early in the small
hours of the morning. He had driven
over twelve miles away to a Ilarger
town than our trading post in order
to meet with some old pals of his
and there had playved pocket billiards
until the room closed at midnight.
This, with the long drive of twelve
miles, made It about 2 a. m. when he
got home. The next day, of course, he
was tired out, and Daddy became im-
patient at his sluggish movements and
reprimanded him. Thereupon, the man
got mad and quit.

“There,” sald Mother, after 1 had
related to them the man’s account of
the affair, “now we have a clue to the
difficulty. The man, like all men, is
a social being. He wants the com-
panionship of his friends. He wants
some form of pastime and recreation
to relieve the monotony of his hard
work day in and day out on the farm.
In order to get it, he drives twenty-
four miles in a night after working
all day long."

Then Mother leaned forward, her
chin resting In her hands, her eyes
looking across the landscape appar-
ently scanning the horizon for some
time. Daddy made no reply, but sat
studying Mother’s face. He seemed to
Enow that Mother was thinking and
that she had something more to say.

**So he drove twenty-four miles,” said
Mother presentiy “out of sheer hunger
for friendship.” Her eyes were still
resting on the horizon. Finally she
turned toward Daddy and spoke more
abruptly, “John, did it ever occur to
vou that it might be a paying invest-
ment to fix up a social room where our
men conld have their recreations at
home? Suppose we took the lower
granary for that purpose. Suppose we
even spent three or four months' wages
in buying some of the games and con-
traptions that men like as furniture
for this room. Put In a half dozen
chairs, a card table and supply it with
some papers and some sporting news
magazines.” “‘Nah,” said I, “reading
stuff wouldn't keep him at home. What
he wants is a pair of boxing gloves
and a pocket billiard table. Then his
friends would come to see him.”

“Very well,” said Mother, “suppose
we got him some boxing gloves and a
pocket billiard table. These things
would Iast for some years and their

would be more than counter-
balanced if we could avold this dread-
ful time that we have every year to
gsave our crops. Certainly the men
would have more energy left for work
if they were induced to stay home
more. They would retire earlier and
get their rest. And I believe also that
they would appreciate this to the ex-
tent that we might find it to be a good
paying investment in the long run.”

“Sure Daddy,”” I butted in,

working like a trooper would be at the
pocket billiard table instead of in the
field. You'd stay up all night playing
billiards and you and the man wouldn’t
be worth your salt the next day.”

“No,” sald Mother, “that wouldn’t
necessarily follow. Wa could place re-
strictions as to the hours for play just
as we have to do anyhow. Everything
has to be governed by reasonable regu-
lations, even your horses and cows.
And the more I think about it, the
more I am of the opinion that it ought
to be given a trial”

At that Daddy jumped up as if he
had been shot out of & cannon and
started off on a quick pace for the
barn. Thers he and the hired man
has some words, as a result of which
the hired man stayed with us from
that day until this, or at least up to
the time I last heard from home. Re-
turning from the barn, Daddy told me
that the hired man had agreed to stay
with us on condition that we fix up
a game room according to Mother's
proposal, and that the man and I were
to make over the lower granary for
that purpose. We agreed to work at|
this during the evenings after chores. |

In two weeks the trick was done,
and not many days later the room
was well equipped including my much
desired pocket billiard table. We also
bullt a little alcove leading off from
the main room in which we placed a
comfortable bed, a small rug and a
rocking chair. This was to be our
man’'s bedroom where he maintains a
little more privacy quite distinct from
the larger room where he meets his
friends.

And that’s how Daddy kept his hired
man. *“All work and no play makes
Jack a dull boy" and the hired man a
quitter.

COULDN’T FOOL HIM

C. N. Whitehead, vice president of
the Missouri, Kansas and Texas Rail-
way, recently encountered a Katy em-
plovee with notions of his own as to
how an officer of the road should iden-
tify himself. Mr. Whitehead was en
route to St. Louis from Texas, his car
being attached to the rear of a train
that arrived at Parsons at eight o'clock
in the morning. He stepped off the
car when the train reached Parsons
and engaged in conversation with
other officials of the road while a
couple of cars were being switched out
of the train. Completing his conversa-
tion he stepped up on the platform of
one of the day coaches and started back
through the train to his car. When
he reached the rear chair car he found
the door locked and his further prog-
ress blocked. Noticing a negro em-
ployee at work cleaning the vestibule
between the chair car and the sleeper.
Mr. Whitehead rapped on the door and
said: “Let me through here, please.”
The negro turned his head slowly,
without stopping his dusting and said:
“Who is you?’ “I am an officer of the
road,” replied Mr. Whitehead. *“Spect=
if you all was an officer of dis road,
you'd done hab a coach key,” responded
the negro, without looking up from his
dusting. And being without a coach
key, Whitehead had to go around.
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THE HEIGHT OF GENEROSITY

It was small Isaac’s birthday, but no
amount of hints had brought forth any
suggestion of a celebration. At last he
determined to know the worst, and
went to his father, demanding:

“Pa, what you going to give me for a
birthday present?”

Pa stopped his work and

his offspring beamingly.
“Birthday present? Well, now, what
you want for a present? 1 tell you,
Ikey; I'll ask your mother to wash a
place on the window so ¥you can see

the trolleycars go by.”
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a round of laughier?!

loves to play.
happy home-spent hours.

Made of rare and beautiful
woods in sizes to fit all homes.
The Brunswick “'Grand,’* ' Baby
Grand'’ and “Convertibles"" have
long been conceded the finest and
fastest home tables in the world.

The Brunswick new *‘‘Quick
Demountable’® is made by the
same skilled men and methods.
Yet here is the table that you can
set up anywhere in a jiffy and
put aside when pot in use. No
toy, but a scientific table with
life! speed! and accuracy!

$27 Up
Pay 10c a Day

Our prices are now the lowest in
all our history becanse we are mak-
ing these tables for thousands—$27

On of 10c for postage we
will you, FREE. a beaatiful
color print of the famous drawing
trinaloll painting and b:;‘;(‘:-
otiginalo 2 Do
advertising. Size 17x22 inches—
zitable for fr: in Send dmy.

“The stock
fed yet, Hiram!”

Yes, played at home—right on the farm—Carom
and Pocket Billiards abound with thrilling shots that make
vou forget the toil and cares of the day.
can match their merry cross-fire—iéf caps eackh climax with

Hundreds of farms have billiards these days.
and fathers, sons and daughters and guests—everybody
For billiards fills the winter months with
It stirs the blood and madkes
the young folks contented with farm life!f

Superb Brunswick

Farm Billiard Tables
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No indoor sport

Mothers

tin
the table is paid for—as liliie as
10 cents a day!
30-Day Trial
Playing Outfit FREE
m?cleet th;n g.b&: 'ycirn want.buxa
try it s in your e,
J:ﬂalso inc!ude,(:omylcte High
Class Playing Outfit FREE—B.ills,
Cues, Markers, Cue-Clamps, Chalk,
rt Book of 33 games, ete.
ar interesting color-catal
shows all tables, prices and ful
details. This conpon or a postal
brings this handsome book free,
posipaid! Send at once—and see
the rousing sport your neighbors
are buving this winter.

upward. You can pay monthl
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This For Billiard Beok FRE

mr&_-
Dept. 3W 623-6335. W Ave.,

Bend frea, p id, your coi i .
"Bll..}&lAm—Thol-lnwnw.
. i

your m tr “ ﬁ-

Ask local dealers for articles advertised
in The Monthly Magazine



